CHAPTER   XX
INTERNAL COMBUSTION
THE second point west of the observation camp raised two
thousand feet into the sky a triple crown of grey rock veined
by a complicated anatomy of quartz. From its massive
brow the screes and snow slopes swept downwanis on either
side to ice field and glacier face which presented pinnacled
ice cliffs to the sea. These, booming continually with their
own disintegration, curved away in crevassed terraces to
other and more distant buttresses of rock two or three miks
away on either hand. But the seaward skirts of the moun-
tain descended to a steep shingle beach where the surf
crashed, sucked back and crashed again, grinding the pebbles
into speckled treasures like petrified birds* eggs, into spheres
of rose and milk white, into a multitude of swiftly fading gems.
An evil spirit dwelt at the second point west of the observa-
tion camp but we could hardly be expected to know that
when we dropped anchor there in the Rapid to get frtsh
water. Unless, indeed, we might have guessed it from the
sinister and hostile look of the place. Old Jock Matheson
and the boy took the water breaker ashore in the pram. I
went with them from a sense of duty and not at all because I
felt attracted towards that desolate and forbidding beach-
But I had joined the party as a collector and acccaxfiagiy I
felt that I must fill the bill. I must collect. It was my
business to make notes and collect rock specimens from as
many landings as possible and this, uninviting as it might
appear, was a landing. And the Doctor came with us
because, high up on a rocky slope above tibe saow, little
grey Mack-capped terns fluttered like wind-borne feathors
over their nesting place. He was an ornithologist and his
blood was up. He must be after them. When in due
course he came down from the mountain he was clutching